Syracuse, 6 February
Arrived the first. Came directly from Marseille. But changes at
Rome and Naples, with stops of a few hours. It would be most ungra-*
cious not to recognize that Rome is splendid; more glorious, without a
doubt, than yesterday; as exalting as possible. But at the same time it
has lost much of that secret charm that used to fascinate me. Yester-
day almost everything had to be discovered. The coals were burning
under the ashes. Now everything spreads out and struts in broad day-
light What hides today, on the contrary, is poverty. Everything is
clean, neat (i.e., cleaned up), sparkling. But nothing recalls Keats, or
Stendhal, or Goethe.
Enforced visit (to get my ticket stamped) to the Mostra Fascista;
great temporary exposition building, which would seem ridiculous,
frightful, if it were not soon to be torn down, if it laid claim to per-
manence* Architectural journalism. In the inside, a number of rooms,
very cleverly arranged, hardly exhibit anything but statistics, lists,
photographs of "heroes," newspaper clippings relating the noble deeds
of Fascism. An atmosphere utterly unbreathable for the work of art
But there can be no question of works here. This is the time of action;
anyone who wants to can suppose that the rest will come along later.
On the other hand, Naples struck me as sordid, without charm; and
the people swarming, more poverty-stricken, more ragged than ever.
The alleyways all decked out with multicolored wash hung up to dry,
as picturesque as ever; but I can no longer enjoy it
I am occupying here (Villa Politi) a vast and very comfortable
room; and the lure of the outside is not so great that I cannot work in
it. It is a habit to be resumed; and also that of chatting with this note-
book. I had let the preceding one be encumbered with social and po-
litical preoccupations that I want to banish for a time from my miad.
Left in Paris that notebook, in which for weeks and months I have
written nothing worth while. If only anxiety about the little time left
me to live did not constantly come and stop, interrupt all impetus, I
should still feel young enough, and, all together, healthier than at the
time of long projects and vast thoughts."
Yesterday I got back to Genevidve. Upon reading the second chap-
ter to R. M, du G. in Marseille, ten days ago, it did not seem to me (as
I feared) so bad but that I can and must continue it.
Rather irritated by the reading of Manhattan Transfer by Dos
Passos, of which Yves AUegret had spoken so enthusiastically. Succes-
sion of images, probably exact, but so rapid that the retina cannot get